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Dead Christians, i iConiac Up 


Or ever six months or so, you start 
seeing these articles everywhere 
about The Decline of the Church, and 
how Nobody Believes In God, or else—my 
personal favorite—Everybody Believes 
In Their Own Personal God But Doesn’t 
Wanna Go To Church Anymore. 

And then, in order to prove all this 
stuff, they trot out statistics, like: 

The Presbyterian Church has lost 
three million members since 1965. 

Or, only 52 per cent of the 18-year- 
olds think God is “very important” in 
their lives. 

And then they act like, “What the 
heck are we gonna do? Boy, are we 
screwed up. Wouldn’t it be great if we all 
believed in God again?” 

But here’s my question about all this 
stuff: 

If three million people quit the Pres- 
byterian Church, maybe it was because 
three million people decided they don’t 
believe whatever it is the Presbyterian 
Church teaches. 

This is a good thing, not a bad thing. 
They did the honest thing and got their 
butts out of there. 

And why wouldn’t the Presbyterians 
like it? Youdon’t want three million people 
hanging around who are faking it, do 
you? Won’t you have a healthier church, now that all 
the deadweight is gone? 

And then these same articles always go into how 
people are leaving the “mainline” denominations, 
like Methodist, Episcopal and Lutheran, and joining 
the “fundamentalist” denominations, like Catholic, 
Babtist, Mormon, and your various tongue-talkers. 
So, when I read this, I always think, “Then what’s 
the big story here? A bunch of people got tired of the 
little faded-brick crackerbox jakeleg church where 
they were worshippin, and so they moved down the 
street to a big faded-brick jakeleg church, where 





In Hard Target, Jean-Claude Van Damme wants to know 
why a blood-thirsty army of hunters with automatic 
weapons would chase him through a Louisiana swamp. 
We’re guessing it’s that Belgian haircut. 


they have a gym with Nautilus equipment in it.” 

In other words, nobody stopped believin in God. 
They just traded in the Episcopal God for the 
Jehovah’s Witness God, or they started shaving 
their armpits and Hairy-Krishnaing all over the 
airport, or they pulled a Tom Cruise and started 
hanging out down at the Scientology Center, or they 
Just decided to take a break and use phone sex for a 
while. They'll go back to church next year. 

But I have a question for the media that’s always 
stirring up this issue: 

If all these religions are the same—so you guys 


can print your little charts of who’s 
joining and who’s changing and who’s 
switching over—then how come His 
Polishness the Pope is the only reli- 
gious leader who gets major network 
coverage? You don’t see the CNN crews 
showing up when the head of the Pres- 
byterians holds a “youth conference” 
and says, “Gee whiz! Three million 
quitters! What is this world coming 
to?” 

Even the media has a preferred 
church. It might change next year. But 
that’s what it is right now—Catholic. 
It’s amazing. 

Here’s how it works, people. 

When a person is ready to die—I 
don’t mean theoretically, I mean like 
tomorrow he’s dying—then ask him 
what his religion is. 

He'll probly tell you the truth. A 

I doubt ifhe’ll say, “You know what, ——— 
I was kinda thinking about trying that 
Disciples of Christ. That sounds inter- 
esting to me.” 

Ask him two minutes before he 
croaks, and then publish the results in 
Newsweek. You know what I’m saying 
here? 

Nothing else counts. 

And speaking of people who need divine inter- 
vention, Jean-Claude Van Damme has a new one out 
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Jean-Claude and Yancy Butler find out the catering truck 
will be late. 





called Hard Target that’s got so many flying bloody 
bodies in it that when you drive out of the theater, 
you feel like you’ve been run over by a dumptruck. 
The only thing wrong is that Jean-Claude still can’t 
talk. Hasn’t this guy been in the country about ten 
years now? There are Pakistani cab drivers who got 
here last year that can talk better than Jean-Claude. 
Get thee to Berlitz, my man, before we have a 
roundup of illegal aliens from Belgium. 

Anyhow, this was supposed to be the first big 
movie of John Woo, the Hong Kong genius who 
makes the greatest action flicks in the world, flicks 
like The Killer and Hard Boiled that are so violent 
they generally kill off seven, eight, stunt men a day 
just to make the pictures look good. Woo was a cult 
hero of misfits like me up till now, and then he 
suddenly got hired for this $20-million flick with Van 
Damme. 

Well, I hate to tell you this, but he’s got the same 
problem. His English is not good enough yet—which 
is okay, he just got here—and so he forgot to put any 
comprehensible English sentences anywhere in the 
movie. They wrote all these great Schwarzenegger- 
type one-liners for Van Damme, like when he blows 
away a bad guy and then leans over him and says, 
“Sorry about the shirt.” 

The problem is, Van Damme doesn’t know what 
he’s saying, and Woo doesn’t know what he’s saying, 
and so when he says it, everybody in the audience 
looks at each other and goes, “Wha’d he say? Some- 


thing about a shirt?” 

Fortunately, there 
are only about sixteen 
words in the actual 
screenplay anyway, and 
the rest is non-stop ex- 
ploding flesh. The great 
Lance Henriksen is a sa- 
distic piano-playing killer 
who charges rich guys 
$500,000 to play a “game” 
where a homeless guy is 
given $10,000 and told 
that, if he makes it ten 
miles to the Mississippi 
River, he gets to keep the 
money. Ifhe doesn’t make 
it, the hunter gets to kill 
him. So we have all these 
goonies playing ring- 
around-the-homeless 
with motorcycles and 
vans and automatic weap- 
ons—until they kill the 
father of a bimbo who hires Van Damme to find out 
what happened. Seventeen car chases later, we end 
up in a Mardi Gras float warehouse somewhere out 
in the swamp country, where twenty guys go in after 
Van Damme, the bimbo, and bow-and-arrow-armed 
Wilford Brimley attempting to talk like a cajun. (It’s 
not an attractive sound.) 

Pll give you a hint: Lance Henriksen does not 
win. 





The great Lance Henriksen, emoting. 





Jean-Claude. Neither realized that the script was in English. 


Forty-nine dead bodies. Assault-rifle-blast- 
through-the-eye. Shotgun to the neck. Killer snake. 
Two gunbattles. Five motor vehicle chases, with 
crashes, fireballs. Exploding house. Exploding shack. 
Exploding character actor. Gratuitous purse-snatch- 
ing. Multiple Kung Fu. Silver-arrow Fu. English 
accent Fu. French accent Fu. Cajun accent Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Eliott 
Keener, as a fat scuzzball who hires the homeless to 
hand out phone-sex fliers; Lance Henriksen, as the 
guy who sells hunting permits, for saying stuff like 
“Careless and stupid and now youre sorry, too’; 
Arnold Vosloo, as the skinhead-looking hitman who 
says, “Randal, I come back here, I cut me a steak”; 
and, of course, Jean-Claude, for doing this whole 
movie without disturbing the mousse in his do. 

Three stars. 

Don’t show this one to Paul Simon. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


The Illustrated Dinosaur Movie Guide 
(Stephen Jones): This impressively comprehen- 


sive fact and photo-packed reference guide tracks, 
rates and reviews dinosaur and monster movies 
from the Silents to Spielberg and is sprinkled 
with fascinating biographies of the animation 
pioneers who impacted the evolution of the genre. 
Three and a half dinostars. ($21.95. Titan Books, 
19 Valentine Place, London SE1 8QH.) 





Environmentalist handicapped-rights bikers? Here’s something weirder . . . 


Heidi Fleiss Is a Skag 


have a few questions about Heidi Fleiss. 
Numero Uno: Twenty-five hundred dollars? 
Twenty five-hundred dollars? Twenty-five hundred 
dollars!? 
Think about it. If you could choose between one 
night with her and a big-screen TV, what would you 





the wilds of South Carolina, Running Cool. 


take? 

Numero Two-o: Has anybody else noticed how, 
each time we have a famous madam arrested, they 
get uglier? Xaviera Hollander was pretty good look- 
ing. Sidney Biddle Barrows was acceptable at 2 a.m. 
on a Tuesday night. But this woman is a skag. 

Numero Three-o: The media keep saying that 
Hollywood is full of hypocrites—people who give a 
couple thousand to Heidi for sex, then go to Congress 
and spout off about how politically correct they are. 
Butisn’t aman who hires a hooker the exact opposite 
of a hypocrite? It’s actually a very honest relation- 
ship—he knows what he’s getting, she knows what 
she’s getting. Hookers aren’t politically correct or 
politically incorrect. The hooker and the hookee are 
both operating out of some dark brain lobe where, 
half the time, even they don’t know why they're 
doing what they’re doing. It works exactly the same 
way in every millennium of human history. 

I’m surprised I have to explain this to you people 
of the media, who are the last people in America still 
shocked by sex. 

Numero Four-o: How come every “think-piece” 
article about Heidi Fleiss mentions Woody Allen? As 
far as I know, the Woodman is the only guy who 
always tells us exactly who he’s sleeping with. In fact, 


I wish he would quit telling us who he’s sleeping 
with. 

Numero Five-o: Why would movie stars and 
million-dollar agents and big-shot producers need 
hookers in the first place? Is this one of those Holly- 
wood things, like a personal trainer who comes to 
your house? Do they think of it 
like having a disposable rent- 
a-wife? Hormonal fast food? 

Numero Six-o: Whatever 
happened to the casting couch? 
Is that considered old-fash- 
ioned? Which is sleazier—the 
casting couch, where the 
woman does not get paid but 
she might get a partinamovie, 
or prostitution, where she al- 
ways gets paid and still might 
get a part in a movie? 

Numero Seven-o: If a 
woman like Demi Moore can 
get six million bucks for rip- 
ping off her clothes and bounc- 
ing around nekkid on a bed, 
acting like she’s having sex on 
camera, then why doesn’t 
Heidi Fleiss qualify as live the- 
ater? That would also explain her lower pay. 

Numero Ejight-o: Do people really stop going to 
your movies if they find our you're a sex fiend? Are 
people really boycotting Manhattan Murder Mys- 
tery because of what they think of Woody’s sex 
habits? Do people get mad at Madonna for twitching 
her tush too much? 

Listen up, people. You can aardvark all night 
with Heidi Fleiss and still get up at eight in the 
morning and make great movies. The two things are 
not related. 

Evidently it’s my job to explain these things. 

Speaking of throwbacks to the seventies (like 
Heidi), there’s a great new biker flick out. Running 
Cool is actually the first environmentalist biker 
movie, where all the Harley-riding tattoo freaks 
band together to save the swamps of South Carolina, 
while sensitive head biker Andrew Divoff falls in 
love with the local crippled-girl waitress at the cafe, 
Dedee Pfeiffer. So I guess it’s actually the world’s 
first environmentalist handicapped-rights biker pic- 
ture. 

The main reason I got interested in Running 
Cool is that it’s made by Ferd and Beverly Sebastian, 
the husband-wife filmmakers from Louisiana who 
put out the legendary Gator Bait and several other 
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great redneck flicks in the seventies. It’s typical of 
their style of movie that Running Cool is a slick, 
easygoing biker flick. It goes down like light beer. 
Even when the bikers get in fights with huge wooden 
clubs, you just think, “Oh, isn’t that some pretty 
cinematography?” 

James Gammon is great as a greybearded old 
biker named Ironbutt who owes back taxes on his 
land, and is about to lose it so that greedy developer 
Paul Gleason can drain the wetlands. Everything 
changes when Andrew Divoff, as Bone, and Bubba 
Baker, as the 300-pound Bear, show up on their 
Harleys, listen to Ironbutt’s problem, and say “Let’s 
put on a run!” 

In fact, now that I think about it, it’s exactly like 
a Judy Garland/Mickey Rooney movie, only instead 
of putting on a show in an old barn, the bikers get 
together and put on wet T-shirt contests and greased- 
pig chases. Eventually even the old ladies in town 
see what nice guys the bikers are underneath their 
exteriors of dirty denim, black leather and scruffy 
beards. They do have to bust a few heads here and 
there, but they always bust the politically correct 
head, so it’s okay. 

Two breasts. Intense game of mumbledy-peg. 
Two motor vehicle chases, with crash. Five brawls. 
Seven fistfights. Gratuitous baby pig. Gratuitous 
Randy Travis song. Kung Fu. Biker Fu. Drive-In 
Academy Award nominations for B.J. Davis, as the 
sleazeball Bubba, for saying “You wanted an acci- 
dent—he had one”; Paul Gleason, as the slimy devel- 
oper who says “They wanna keep everything for the 
animals—where the people gonna live?”; Bubba 
Baker, as the fat bearded biker who’s kidnapped by 
the local rednecks, beaten up, and hoisted up to the 
ceiling of a factory, for saying “You ever seen a 300- 
pound pinata?”; Andrew Divoff, as the sensitive, 
misunderstood biker who says “Something’s bother- 
ing the sheriff—maybe his conscience”; and James 
Gammon, as Ironbutt Garrott, who says “I ain’t 
gonna let em build no prefabricated paradise—I ain’t 
gonna let em kill those critters.” 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


HAVE CLEARLY DECIDED 
COUNTRY GREAT, AND WE WILL || THAT THEY'VE HAD MoRE 
NOT ALLOW THAT To BE UNDER- 


RAIS! 


zt ae 2 
o. 










oww!! PEG!! I 


BALL WEDGED IN 
MY NOSTRIL AGAIN! 


THE AMERICAN PEOPLE 








THAN ENOU = “click NY 


Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Moun- 
tain, 11 Pacific. 

October 30: “Dracula Night”: Dracula Rising: Christo- 
pher Atkins is the first Dracula who takes his lover to a 
waterfall and swims around nekkid with her, in this cheapie 
starring Stacey Travis as an art restoration expert who gets 
summoned to Romania to repair a painting in an abandoned 
monastery owned by two vampires. It turns out that she’s 
returning to the village where she lived 500 years before, until 
she was burned at the stake by the evil monk (not Christopher). 
Three stars. (Second feature: Dance of the Damned: Cyril 
O’Reilly is a sensitive vampire who preys on the fringes of 
society. One night he latches onto guilt-ridden, suicidal topless 
dancer Starr Andreeff, and the two of them fall in love as they 
delay the hour of her death. Three stars.) 

November 6: Almost Pregnant: Very funny sex farce star- 
ring Jeff Conaway and Tanya Roberts as an infertile couple 
being treated by psycho doctor Dom DeLuise. They end up 
asking an oversexed epic poet, John Calvin, to be a sex 
surrogate, but in the meantime Conaway gets interested in 
Calvin’s belly-dancing New Age wife, Joan Severance. Chris- 
topher Michael Moore co-stars as a scruffy carpet salesman 
who volunteers his own sexual services. Directed by Michael 
DeLuise. Four stars. (Second feature: Terror at the Opera: 
Italian director Dario Argento’s horror masterpiece about a 
maniac obsessed with an operatic soprano played by Cristina 
Marsillach. Much of the story is told through the eyes of the 
killer, who likes to tie up the diva, bind her hands, and tape arow 
of straight pins under her eyes so that she’s forced to see him 
torture, murder and mutilate the people in her life. This is one 
of Argento’s most stylish films, full of horror based around the 
eyes and the animal world, especially ravens. Starring Ian 
Charleson, Urbano Barberini, Daria Nicolodo, Coralina 
Cataldi Tassoni, Antonella Vitale. Four stars.) 

November 13: Dead On: Relentless IT: Great action thriller 
starring some of the best tough-guys in the business—Leo 
Rossi as a tortured cop, the late Ray Sharkey as a creepy FBI 
agent, and Miles O’Keeffe as a Russian hitman. Four stars. 
(Second feature: Two Evil Eyes: Two Edgar Allan Poe movies 
in one. The first, The Facts in the Case of Mr. Valdemar, is 
directed by horror legend George Romero. This offbeat zombie 
story stars Adrienne Barbeau as an ex-stewardess who mar- 
ried an old man for his money and is now scheming with her M.D. 
lover, Ramy Zada, to have the dying old coot sign everything 
over to her while he’s in a hypnotic state. The second film is 
Dario Argento’s version of The Black Cat, starring Harvey 
Keitel as an abusive alcoholic crime photographer who can’t 
stand girlfriend Madeleine Potter's pet cat, a feeling that 
grows so strong he ends up taking photos of the cat’s strangu- 
lation death. Also starring John Amos, Sally Kirkland, Kim 
Hunter, Martin Balsam. Four stars.) 










Reviews by the Science Fiction & Fantasy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


NEOon city 


“Stagecoach meets The Road Warrior” in this “slick” “sur- 
prisingly good” “picaresque journey tale” starring “great drive- 






way to Neon City. 


in regular” Michael Ironside, “macho and threatening as usual” 
as a “bitter cop-turned-bounty hunter” in the year 2053, leading 
seven damaged-goods survivors in an armored transport across 
a poison-gas nuclear wasteland full of “mutants, gangs of Skins, 
ultraviolet brights, and a killer among them.” Featured among 
Ironside’s human cargo are “tough chick” prisoner Vanity (“fur- 
niture,” “still fighting her way out of that paper bag”); his ex-best- 
friend and driver, the “awesome” Lyle Alzado “in one of his truly 
signature performances”; his ex-wife, “standout” Valerie 
Wildman; murderous doctor Nick Klar, snobby rich girl Juliet 
Landau, mysterious NASA scientist Arsenio “Sonny” 
Trinidad, and drug-dealing standup comic Richard Sanders. 
“There is never a dull moment in this film, yet it conveys an 
element of majesty, of things unknown.” “Not fantastic, but not 
as silly as many of this type can be.” “High production values, but 
almost takes itself too seriously.” “This movie makes us realize 
what a loss Lyle Alzado’s death was to the moviegoing public.” 
Thirty-six dead bodies. Two breasts. Two motor vehicle chases. 
Dog-eating. Deadly gas clouds. Nine explosions. Gratuitous Les 
Nessman. Gratuitous Tai Chi during a hot tub scene. Kung Fu. 
Ozone Fu. Laser Fu. Cast: Monte Markham (Captain Amos 
Raymond). Writers: Buck Finch, Jeff Begun, Markham 
(“smart,” “same plot as Stagecoach—if you steal, steal quality”). 
Director: Markham (“decent”). [Kodiak Films/Vidmark. 1991/ 
92.] Overall rating: 88. 


Lyle Alzado, Vanity and Michael Ironside kick mutant hiney on their 


[fT CONQUERED THE WORLD 


9 6 99 


“Ridiculous” “cheesy” “classic” “Cold War allegory” about 
a creature from Venus—“an upside-down stalk of celery with 
eyes,” “a huge green Jujubee with arms,” “Zuchini 
Man with lobster claws”—that hijacks a satellite 
with the help of frustrated “crackpot scientist” Lee 
Van Cleef, “giving a better performance than this 
material deserves.” Once on Earth, the creature 
sets up shop in a cave and uses “bat-like agents to 
implant control devices in human necks,” “inflicting 
a communist utopia on the fifties” and turning 
everyone into emotionless zombies. Van Cleef’s best 
friend and fellow scientist Peter Graves (“in an 
excellently wooden performance”) realizes what’s 
happening, but Van Cleef is not convinced until It 
kills his own wife, “the best tough babe of the fifties,” 
Beverly Garland (“believable at times, while other 
times her lines are totally wrong and sound dumb”). 
Eventually Van Cleef blow-torches the monster— 
“despite the failure by the Army to kill it with guns 
and bazookas”’—and shoots Graves’ wife for the 
good of mankind. The creature itself is played by 
Paul Blaisdell (who also designed the creature), 
but his is a “one-note, furrowed-brow performance. 
He’s probably back to bad dinner theatre these 
days.” “This movie is one of the vertabrae in the 
backbone of fifties sci-fi. Watching it again is like 
running into an old friend you haven’t seen in 
years.” “The monster is totally unbelievable. I love 
it.” “The monster is a cross between a carrot and an 
onion with lobster claws. It is also impervious to 
bullets. It looks like an escapee from a kiddie show.” 
“A top-drawer cast with bottom-shelf writing—lots 
of ‘Well, Dr. Anderson, as you already know...” Lou 
Rusoff’s script has “somewhat stilted but oddly 
literate dialogue,” like “I’m going into town now—I 
hope when I get back you'll be rational,” and “You 
can’t rub the tarnish from people’s souls without 
losing some of the silver,” and “I’ve known you for 
five years and you just shot a man in cold blood— 
why?” Twelve dead bodies. One motor vehicle chase. Two explo- 
sions. Fire-poker Fu. Bayonet Fu. Cast: Dick Miller (“terrific 
comic relief” as the leader of a small Army patrol), Jonathan 
Haze (“embarrassing”), Sally Fraser, Russ Bender, Taggart 
Casey, Paul Harbor, Karyne Kadler, Charles Griffith, Mar- 
shal Bradford, Tom Jackson, David McMann. Producer/ 
Director: Roger Corman (“great cinematic vision”). [American 
International/RCA-Columbia. 1956/91.] Overall rating: 85. 


STAR KNIGHT 


“Unique” Spanish-made “medieval Close Encounters” that 
some thought “terrible garbage,” others a “fun” “fascinating and 
inventive premise,” but “slow.” It’s about a “scrawny” alien, the 
“very good” Miguel Bose, who lands in medieval Spain, where 
everyone thinks his spaceship is a dragon, and captures “annoy- 
ing twit” Maria Lamor, the count’s spoiled daughter. Harvey 
Keitel, an idiotic knight “with a New York accent,” swears he'll 
rescue her, but she decides she likes it with the “spacedude,” 
“being unaware of the problems with dating outside your spe- 
cies.” She seeks help from the king’s alchemist, magician and 
healer, the “interesting” “believable” “always sexy” Klaus 
Kinski. Helping Keitel is “over-the-top” evil bishop Fernando 
Rey, who wants to take over the kingdom. “Never totally serious, 
and never really funny—on the verge of bad slapstick.” “Humano- 


centric garbage that sees people as the culmination of all 
creation.” “Harvey Keitel sounds like Rocky Balboa doing 
Hamlet and has a worse accent than Kevin Costner in Robin 
Hood.” “Harvey sounds like Tony Curtis doing Hamlet.” 
“Harvey’s Bronx accent comes out in lines like ‘Yonder is the 
castle of my fodder.” “What is Harvey Keitel doing in this 
movie? Was he behind on alimony payments?” “Klaus Kinski 
is not chewing scenery as he usually does.” “Some of the extras 
seem to be dubbed into English.” “Special effects for the 
spaceship are excellent. The way it folds in origami style from 
a four-lobed creation around a central core into a sphere 
without visible walls is quite unique.” “Good for a laugh.” Two 
breasts. Sword Fu. Mace Fu. Horse Fu. Writers: Andreu 
Martin, Miguel Angel Nieto, Fernando Colomo (“stupid,” 
“shallow,” “poor”). Producer/Director: Colomo (“poor”-to- 
“good”). [Salamandra/Vidmark. 1976/86.] Overall rating: 81. 


PROJECT: ALIEN 


9? 6¢ 


“Slow-moving” “routine” but “engaging” “high-class” Aus- 
tralian “ripoff of Cherry 2000” (or maybe “a so-so remake of The 
Andromeda Strain”) starring Michael Nouri as a newspaper 
man and the “flat, stereotypical” Maxwell Caulfield as a 
“vain” “appropriately smarmy CNN-type reporter” competing 
to find out the true story ofa pilot who issued a UFO report and 
then crashed his plane in Norway. Nouri hires a sexy daredevil 
pilot, the “perky” Darlanne Fluegel, who “out-bimbos Melanie 
Griffith” as she leads him to an archeological site where a 
scientist is seriously ill with a weird smallpox-like disease, 





Outer-space dude Miguel Bose finds out he loves those me- 
dieval Spanish princesses a lot more than his own species, in 
Star Knight. 


mutilated cattle are found in the area, and “space-suited 
beings” are wandering the countryside. When the reporters 
find out an American satellite was recently shot down with a 


Russian laser, they confront Charles Durning, “excellent” but 
“wasted” as the NATO chief who orders them shot. “Close 
Encounters goes Norwegian.” “Much like V, with fewer special 
effects and better acting.” “A comic book of a movie, a genre piece 
made absolutely straight with excellent production values, light 
touches, and all the cliches in the right amounts.” “The story 
would have made a sub-par Amazing Stories episode.” “Nouri is 
not tongue-in-cheek enough to carry off his role.” “Maxwell 
Caulfield as a dashing international reporter is not convincing at 
all.” “The story is transparent. Even the best production can’t 
take such an obvious plot line and do much with it.” “Some really 
cutesy, horrific Walter-and-Wendy-Carlos-style electronic clas- 
sical music. Really distracting.” “Doesn’t add anything to science 
fiction history.” “Everybody in this movie gets on my nerves or 
bores me to sleep—no decent characters at all.” Four dead bodies. 
Three motor vehicle chases. Three explosions. Cast: Derrin 
Nesbit (“standout” as a nutty UFO researcher), Sebastian 
Allen (Beggs, the cameraman), Ray 
Charleson (Dr. Bannister). Writer: listed 
as Anthony Able on the screen and 
Frank Peoples in press materials (“clever 
quippy lines”). Director: Frank Shields. 
(ITC/Vidmark. 1990/91.] Overall rating: 
80 


PROJECT: 
SHADOWCHASER 


“Gosh, what would happen if the 
Terminator met Die Hard? Let’s throw in 
Lois Lane and Dr. Frankenstein, too.” 
“Lackluster” “disjointed” “derivative” 
time-limit thriller with “genuinely clever 
comedy touches,” starring “likeable” Mar- 
tin Kove, “okay” as an ex-football hero 
mistakenly sprung from acryogenic prison 
who takes on six terrorists led by a billion- 
dollar android, “standout” “deadpan” ac- 
tor Frank Zagarino, “a mish-mosh of 
Arnold, Rutger and Dolph” with an “out- 


83-80 Decent 


Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 
88-84 Excellent 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Science Fiction 
& Fantasy Records 


Highest rating: 94 (Blade Runner: The 
Director’s Cut, 1982/93) 
Lowest rating: 62 (Shredder Orpheus, 
1989) 





rageous presence.” (Not everyone liked Zagarino: “Your average 
doorknob has more presence—he’s a real zero.”) The android has 
escaped from a top-secret laboratory and taken over the world’s 
tallest hospital, where he holds nine people hostage, including 
the president’s daughter, “striking ice queen” Meg Foster, who 
“tries to be perky but looks foolish.” (“She’s never managed to live 
up to her early promise—and fails once again. She should have 
stuck with Hester Prynne.”) The plan of the android’s creator, 
Joss Ackland (either a “standout” or “unbelievable,” while 
“doing a Sydney Greenstreet imitation”), is to kill the president 
himself, but Kove “gets into the air ducts and kicks some terrorist 
android hiney.” “Like a Doc Savage novel with Doc gone bad.” 
“Die Hard Meets Eve of Destruction.” “Unlike most android 
movies, there is no humanitarian motive for the creation of it.” 
“The middle stinks.” “Doesn’t do anything new.” “At least 2,000 
rounds of ammunition in the first five minutes of the flick.” “The 
music is stolen from Batman.” “Gary Pinder’s soundtrack fre- 
quently sounds like Danny Elfman’s 
Batman.” Kove has the best line: “There’s 
only one guy who thinks yow’re worth fifty 
million dollars, and he runs on batteries.” 
Nineteen dead bodies. Exploding android. 
Knife in the head. Twenty-one explosions. 
Stomach-dropping elevator drop. Fingers 
roll. Defibrillator Fu. Fire ax Fu. Fire- 
extinguisher Fu. Scalpel Fu. Toilet-lid Fu. 
Cast: Ricco Ross (“cute” as Jackson), 
Paul Koslo (“his impression of Clint 
Eastwood gets old” as an FBI agent). 
Writer: Stephen Lister (“tight script and 
believable dialogue,” “weak story”). Direc- 
tor: John Eyres (“boring”). [EGM Film 
International/Prism. 1992.] Overall rat- 
ing: 78. 


[Vurver BY 
MOONLIGHT 


“Better than average made-for-TV” 
“male/female Russian/American cop buddy 


film set on the moon,” with “amazing technology which allows 
astronauts to build lunar stations out of Lego blocks.” It’s actually 
a “dull” “dated” “talky” “trivial” whodunit about a titanium- 
mining planet where Russian major Julian Sands, “great” as 
“an icy KGB interrogator,” is investigating the murder of an 
American security agent while fighting a NASA agent, the “stiff” 
“flat” (not literally) Brigitte “Inflata-Chest” Nielsen. Brigitte 
wears “push-up cocktail dresses inside her moonsuit,” but her 
acting “rivals her stellar performance in Red Sonja,” as she has 
“personal and ideological differences” with Sands, “delivering 
lines like a wooden stick,” leading to “an awkward romance” as 
they join forces to bring a transsexual terrorist to justice. “Mur- 
der, She Wrote, with large hooters.” “Shakespeare it isn’t.” “All 
anybody does in space, according to this movie, is hang around 
the bar and drink.” “In the end, you realize you’ve been tricked 
into watching made-for-TV crap.” “Fairly well conceived—better 
than Outland, which was just High Noon in space.” “It might have 
been better if Sands and Nielsen switched roles. He’s a poor 
Russian and she’s a poor American.” “Julian Sands’ accent keeps 
doing a Kevin Costner and going from Russian to British.” “Not 
painfully bad.” “Major scientific bloopers, but the time frame— 
2010 to 2015—is entirely possible.” “Very good music by Trevor 
Jones.” Sands has the best line: “Please control your desire to put 
your hands on me.” Three dead bodies. Hip-biting. Double-blonde 
aardvarking. One explosion. Cast: Gerald McRaney (“convinc- 
ing” as the station commander), Jane Lapotaire (“convincing” 
as Louise Mackey), Ricco Ross (“bit role” as Nielsen’s boss), 
Brian Cox. Writer: Carla Jean Wagner (“decent story line”). 
Director: Michael Lindsay-Hogg. [Viacom/Vidmark. 1989/91. ] 
Overall rating: 76. 


MEGAVILLE 


“Awful” “confusing” “disjointed” “boring” “rip-off of Total 
Recall,” a “shallow allegory” set in a world where all forms of 
media entertainment are illegal, starring Billy Zane, “looking 
like a grown-up Eddie Munster,” as a cop “with an intense 
undercurrent” whose performance is either “brilliant” or 
“unconvincing,” depending on which half of the committee you 
believe. Zane’s mother, the “weak” Kristen Cloke, is conned into 
letting a mad doctor, Stefan Gierasch (“bad delivery”), implant 
Zane with a Virtual Reality device which makes him two people. 
He then has to journey to the black-market outlaw town of 
Megaville (L.A.), “the last bastion for a Nazi-like media corpora- 
tion” run by “unconvincing” Daniel J. Travanti, “in perhaps the 
poorest performance of his career,” as a megalomaniacal secret 
police chief who controls the “Dream-A-Life” device (“it looks like 
a Sony Walkman”). “Nothingville!” “Megadull.” “An uninspired 
remake of Fahrenheit 451 with a hint of 1984.” “A hodgepodge of 
tired ideas.” “The movie doesn’t go anywhere, and it takes a long 
time to get there.” “Not bad enough to be funny.” “Transparent— 
I never did figure out the story, but I always knew the ‘surprise’ 
ending.” “The first half looks like it is filmed in Soviet-era 
Czechoslovakia and is totally boring.” “The only bright spot is the 
rip-off of Greed at the very end.” Minority opinion: “A head-on 
collision between Phillip K. Dick and Jean-Luc Godard some- 
where near Alphaville. Zane’s dreamlike character is much more 
effective and tortured than Arnold’s in Total Recall.” Eleven dead 
bodies. Two breasts. Two motor vehicle chases. Two explosions. 
Brain-implant Fu. Seizure Fu. Samsonite Fu. Cast: Grace Zabris- 
kie (“has rehearsed her lines so much they come out like lumps 
of oatmeal” as a conscientious Army deserter), J.C. Quinn 
(“weak” as Zane’s father), Raymond O’Connor (“outstanding” 
as a hustler named Taylor), Hamilton Camp (Dr. Skutnik), 


John Lantz (Heller), Leslie Morris (Vargas), Vincent Guasta- 
ferro (hotel clerk). Writers: Peter Lehner, Gordon Chavis. 
Director: Lehner. |[Heritage/Live. 1990/92.] Overall rating: 70. 





When genie Diane Lane comes into Christopher Lambert’s 
life, we all long for Barbara Eden, in Priceless Beauty. 


PRICELESS BEAUTY 


It’s “hard to stay awake” through this “very predictable” 
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“slow” “excruciatingly boring” Italian-made “stinker” starring 
“distinctly unsexy” Christopher Lambert as a despondent 
“tortured artist,” “wallowing in self-pity the entire film,” who 
goes to a village on the coast of Spain after his brother’s death, 
retrieves a Grecian urn from the sea, and finds a genie inside—the 
“unbelievable” Diane Lane, who “makes you yearn for Barbara 
Eden” as she grants “the usual three wishes.” “J Dream of Jeannie 
without the laughs.” “The dullest three-wish film ever made.” 
“Kind of a genie-in-a-bottle version of Splash, without any action 
or humor, no sense of wonder—just angst.” “The least romantic 
romance in existence—no chemistry, no characters, no reason to 
be made.” “Full of the usual Euro-mumbling and murkiness.” 
“When will Christopher Lambert take some elocution lessons so 
one can hear him when he speaks?” “A lot of important things are 
missing from the story, which adds to the confusion. What type of 
musician was this guy? What happened between him and his 
brother? What exactly happened to his brother? Fill us in.” “The 
soundtrack stinks. Carlo Polermorini is responsible for the too- 
soft dialogue and ear-splitting music.” The “subpar” script by 
director Charles Finch includes many howlers, including “I’m 
going to laugh and dance and sing and do all the things genies do!” 
One dead body. Two breasts. One explosion. Gratuitous cute dog. 
Gratuitous nuns on the beach. Cast: Claudia Ohana (“a bitch 
without a clue” as Lisa), Francesco Quinn (Manny), J.C. Quinn 
(Willie Mace, the agent), Joaquin D’Almeida (Jimmy). [Gruppo 
Berna/Republic. 1989/90.] Overall rating: 66. 


Members of the Science Fiction and Fantasy Committee are Scott Atkinson, Director of Financial Aid, State University of 
New York/Brockport, Rochester, N.Y.; Clarke Blacker, computer graphics artist/guitarist, Lantana, Fla.; Karl Bunker, 
mechanical technician, Brookline, Mass.; Scott A. Cupp, senior field auditor for Montgomery Ward, Garland, Tex.; Christopher 
Donahue, electrical engineer, Garland, Tex.; Scott E. Green, writer, Manchester, N.H.; Morrie Mullins, college student/writer, 
North Little Rock, Ark.; Marc Newman, NASA engineer, Houston; Bryan Renfro, Louisville, Ky.; Andrew Roller, erotic fiction 
author and publisher, Sacramento; Conrad Rubinkowski, attorney, Springfield, Ill.; Cliff Runkle, computer programmer, 
Vallejo, Calif.; Kathy Runkle, chemist and writer, Vallejo, Calif.; and Kathryn Stuckey, horticulture teacher, Menlo Park, Calif. 


tephen King 

wrote a ten- 
minute movie for 
Michael Jackson 
that was supposed 
to double as Jack- 
son’s next music 
video and a promo- 





GRapevoine 


though, Jackson 
now owns the 
unedited footage, 
and he’s expressed 
interest in develop- 
ing it on his own, 
possibly as a music 
video. 


tional trailer for the - € 
Addams Family se- . .. Wherein we Report from the Cincinnati, the 


quel (called Ad- 
dams Family Val- 
ues). Mick Garris, 
best known for 
Psycho 4 and Sleep- 
walkers, was hired 
to direct. Jackson 
made it known that he wanted the video to be “so 
scary it can’t be shown on commercial television.” He 





working with big-time celebrities. 


then approved Garris as director after watching a 
tape of Psycho 4 and getting so scared he couldn’t 
finish it. The highlight of the video was to be a 
sequence in which Jackson dances with see-through 
ghosts. Garris shot for two weeks, but Jackson was 
ill and couldn’t work on the dance sequence. Then 
the overhyped child-abuse allegations against Jack- 
son surfaced, and Jackson left on his Far East tour, 
leaving the fate of the video in peril. Ultimately, the 
producers decided to ship the entire set for the video 
from Burbank to Tokyo, and fly all the dancers there, 
to make it easier for Jackson to finish the video 
during the tour. But Jackson’s illnesses persisted, 
and at press time the whole project had been can- 
celed. Because of the way the contracts were written, 


underground, Ehe counfter-culture, 
the out-of-€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, ano other 
places where misfits Owell. 


Big Steve King in the pre-Michael Jackson era, back when 


censorship capital 
of America, is also 
the best thrash- 
metal city in 
America, according 
to the band Wrath- 
child America, 
which always sells out at Annie’s, Bogart’s and other 
famous clubs there. This makes perfect sense to us. 
We were reading about 
the band in a little anti- 
censorship paper out of 
Cleveland called The 
ROC, in which band 
members were talking 
about their song “Sur- 
rounded By Idiots,” 
which guitarist/vocalist 
Terry Carter describes 
as an attempt to makea 
statement about “every 
idiot you ever met.” Un- 
fortunately, you prob- 
ably haven’t heard it be- 
cause, according to bass- 
ist/vocalist Brad 
Divens, “Let’s just say 
you havea better chance 
pulling a needle out of 
your ass with a tractor 
than getting MTV to 
. play anything.” We love 
interviews like this, and 
we especially love them 
when they come on cheesy newsprint in papers with 
attitude. John Woods, editor of The ROC, runs an 
organization called Rock Out Censorship (ROC), 
which is devoted to showing up at anti-rock rallies 
and hassling people like Steve Peters, the funda- 
mentalist preacher who goes around the country 
giving “Truth About Rock” seminars at churches. At 
a church in Lorain, Ohio, for example, Peters pro- 
duced examples of objectionable songs about devil 
worship and then proclaimed “We have the record 
companies and a number of bands on the run.” 
Woods yelled back, “The only thing you have run- 
ning is your nose.” After a very uncomfortable ex- 
change, followed by Woods and his fellow ROC 
members walking out during an intermission, Pe- 


ters told the remaining churchgoers that they should 
pray for Woods’ soul. The ROC is bi-monthly, and 
mostly has news about censors in the Ohio and 
Michigan areas, and it goes for $10 a year, payable 
to: Rock Out Censorship, c/o Woods, 320 S. Cadiz St., 
Jewett, OH 43986. : 
€ 

The Charles P. 
Johnson Museum of 
the Oddin Lincoln, Ne- 
braska, is a collection 
of weird memorabilia, 
arranged like you're in 
a psycho’s basement, 
featuring a lot of hor- 
rific skulls, skeletons, 
devils, monsters, zom- 
bies, and dolls’ heads 
stuck in plastic dino- 
saurs’ mouths (so it 
looks like the dinosaurs 
are eating babies). For- 
tunately for those who 
can’t travel to Lincoln, 
our friend Karen 
Blessen, an illustra- 
tor and designer, has 
created a series of post- 
cards featuring such 
museum staples as “Yellow Head With Spikes” and 
the famous “Pumpkin Wall,” and you can now order 
them direct: Karen Blessen, 6327 Vickery Blvd., 
Dallas, TX 75214. 

€ 

Miracle of miracles, Golan and Globus are back 
together. Israeli producers Menahem Golan and 
Yoram Globus ended their five-year feud and 
merged their two companies—Melrose Entertain- 
ment and 21st Century Film. The “Golan-Globus” 
name had been on films for 25 years before the 
moguls broke up over a controversy neither one 
wanted to talk about. Since then Globus was diag- 
nosed with cancer, then cured. They were almost 
immediately back to business as usual, announcing 
dozens of upcoming films, including Ballhouse Jam, 
a dance movie starring David Charvet, Rita 
Moreno and Julia Migenes; Crime and Punish- 
ment, which Golan directed in Russia, starring John 
Hurt; Deadly Heroes starring Michael Pare; Mid- 
night Witness; Teenage Bonnie and Klepto Clyde; a 
remake of Ladykillers (the original starred Peter 
Sellers and Alec Guinness); and an action adventure 
called Babylon. 

€ 

GoGo World is a great monthly newspaper about 
topless dancing in Virginia. Okay, we realize it’s a 
limited topic, but fans of exotic dancing will still 
appreciate the interviews with girls like Zena, star 
attraction in the Hampton Roads area, a platinum 





Is it art, or is 5 it totais? You decide. 


blonde who describes how she made the jump from 
medical secretary to stripper. GoGo World also pub- 
lishes various reports on the politics in that area. 
(Strict Virginia law prohibits touching of any kind, 


even for tipping, and a big part of the business—go- 


go dancing at military 
officers’ clubs—has 
been phased out as 
some kind of new Pen- 
tagon policy.) This 16- 
pager—which is full of 
photos, by the way—is 
published by Kelly 
Miltier, and is prima- 
rily distributed 
through clubs, but you 
could request a copy by 
writing to Kelly at: 
GoGo World Magazine, 
P.O. Box 64098, Vir- 
ginia Beach, VA 23467. 
e 
Everything you 
ever wanted to know 
about Night of the Liv- 
ing Dead—yes, we re- 
alize there have al- 
ready been four books, 
but we’re not kidding— 
isin the special 25th-anniversary issue of The Scream 
Factory now on newsstands. It has a slew of articles 
about the ultimate zombie film, from such writers as 
Doug Winter, Roger Ebert and Joe Bob, but it also 
has background on pre-Living Dead zombie films, 
zombie fiction, zombie comics, television zombies, 
zombie music, and all the usual interviews. This 
gargantuan 128-page issue was put together by 
John Scoleri, who edits The Scream Factory when 
he’s not serving on Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In 
Experts (the Horror Committee, of course), and he'll 
send you acopy for $6, plus $1.20 postage. Better yet, 
you can subscribe to The Scream Factory, the quar- 
terly that serves as the ultimate guide to all forms of 
horror, for $21 a year, payable to: Deadline Press, 
4884 Pepperwood, San Jose, CA 95124. 
€ 
Wake Up Magazine continues to publish the best 
satire around (it’s like reading the old version of The 
National Lampoon), including a cartoon in which 
superheroes in tights spout existentialist philoso- 
phy, mock Yellow Pages ads for churches, and the 
continuing adventures of Buster Bohunk, all-pro 
running back for the San Antonio Slaughterers, 
“fighting to stay drug- and alcohol-free.” Wake Up 
comes out three times a year, courtesy of Mark 
Winter and Craig Miller, who create just about 
everything in it, and goes for $2.50 an issue, $7.50 
per year, payable to: Win-Mill Productions, 1912 E. 
Timberview Ln., Arlington, TX 76014. 
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It wasnt always this way, but lately I’ve noticed . . . 


Fortune Cookies Suck 


I think I know what’s going on here, though. 


Marketing consultants. Modern business-school-edu- 
cated restaurant managers. Guys named Brian who 


ave you noticed how there are no decent for- 


tunes in the fortune cookies anymore? 
What happened, did a bunch of network pro- 
eramming executives get jobs in Chinatown restau- 


rants or something? Did some New Age informercial 


feel-good motivational speaker 
open up a fortune cookie com- 
pany? The last four fortune cook- 
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wear $200 shoes. These guys are coming into per- 
fectly good Chinese restaurants and saying, “These 


ies I opened had happy faces on 


‘em. And it wasn’t Confucius’ 
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intelligence by suggesting what they should do with 


their lives.” 


But what does this do for me? 


it like some of the boys. 


And so we end up with stuff like, “Sometimes 


you re impulsive.” 


You used to get great fortunes, like “Postpone all 


financial decisions for at least a week.” 


Well, of course, sometimes you’re impulsive. 
> > 


Sometimes everybody is impulsive. 


And you knew exactly what that meant. It meant, 
if you wanna stay out of bankruptcy, then don’t 


spend a dime. 


And so you look at the fortune, and you go, 
“Yeah, that’s right, ’m impulsive sometimes,” and 


Or you might get one that said, “A mysterious 
stranger will come into your life and make you feel 


whole again.” 


then three hours later you think, “That was not a 


fortune.” 


The weenies are everywhere, aren’t they? 


I can’t stand this. 


And you would know, this is either gonna be 
some serious sex or some serious religion, or maybe 


even both. 


But now I get this: 


= & 


Meridian Drive-In 


“To one who waits, a moment seems a year.” 
Maybe. Maybe not. Who the heck cares? 


Also, when did the fortune-cookie writers sud- 
denly learn perfect English? Half the fun of fortune 
cookies was always that the people never quite 


Meridian, Idaho 
Republican Alert! The Meridian Drive-In in 


Meridian, Idaho, is now a housing subdivision 





mastered the language. My favorite fortune of all 


time is: 






and “commercial development,” leaving only one 
drive-in in the greater Boise area—the Fairvu. 
John C. Hecht of Boise reminds us that, without 


eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 


“Hope the longest price of the one to come your 


way.” 











I have no idea what it means, but it sounds really 


really profound. 
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After studying the diversity of the Cambrian era, I’ve decided . . . 


We're All Buttheads 


hey have these scientists who are constantly 
trying to figure out what happened 500 million 
years ago. 

I hope I never meet one of these guys. What if I’d 
just spent the whole day watching reruns of Beavis 
and Butthead? It would be embarrassing. He would 
be talking about the evolutionary diversity of the 





Cambrian period, and I would be talking about the 
time Butthead put a cherry bomb under a cat. 

But anyhow, in an effort to improve myself, I’ve 
been reading about this new discovery that all the 
forms of life as we know it were created in about a 
million years, and then ever since then, for the other 
499 million years, we never have gotten back to that 
great start. In the first million, we had more kinds of 
animals, vegetables, trees, fish, monkeys, mangoes 
and muskrats. And then, ever since then, we’ve just 
been tinkering around with the same old life forms— 
killing offa few species here and there, growing a few 
new flippers on the gill creatures, inventing the 
infomercial. 

And the attitude of these scientists is, “Isn’t this 
fascinating to see what evolution can do?” 

Andmy attitude is, “Yeah, it’s leading us straight 
into the toilet.” Why don’t you just show us some 
time-lapse photography of how our hair falls out? 
Same difference. 

How can you read these articles and conclude 
that evolution is a good thing? Don’t you notice that 
every twenty years, more of the population needs 
glasses? We can’t remember anything. Our hearts 
give out. All the rhinoceroses die off. Every time we 


conquer a disease, ten new ones spring up. People 
actually pay for subscriptions to U.S. News & World 
Report. 

In other words, it’s obvious to me what direction 
were going in, and we don’t have too many exits on 
the interstate left. You know what I mean here? 
Fundamentalists are always getting mad when 

they teach evolution in the schools. Shoot, 
evolution should make a religious man happy. 
He can point to how everything’s going to hell 
in a handbasket and then say, “Look, son, we 
used to look like gorillas, but we were nicer 
people. Smarter people.” 
Who cares whether we looked like gorillas 
or not? 
What was the gorilla-man thinking? That’s 
my question. 
Maybe he knew stuff that we don’t. Maybe 
God invented evolution to make us feel small 
so we'd need him. 
Because I don’t know about you, but when 
I think of there being three and a half billion 
years before 1993, and at least 500 million of 
those were really a lot better than this year, it’s 
kind of hard to get worked up over Madonna’s 
new album. 
What I’m saying is: 
Were tiny. 
We're used up. 
We're about over, from what I can tell. 
But think of it this way. When we're searching 
for that last little scrap of ego to build us back up, we 
can always scream out, “At least I lasted longer than 
those wimp dinosaurs.” 
Because, believe me, we won't go quietly. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the 
mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a jerk 
in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the rest of 
your life. 

Posters 

Tutankhamun’s Egypt; Cop and a Half; Hard Target with 
Van Damme; CB4; Mad Dog and Glory starring Robert DeNiro, 
Uma Thurman, Bill Murray; TC 2000; Street Hitz with Angelo 
Lopez and Cookie, Love Dolls with Jennifer Schwatz and Steve 
McDonald (2), Matinee with John Goodman (3), Deadly Rivals 
with Andrew Stevens, Margot Hemingway and Francesco Quinn 
(2), Urotsukidoji Legend of the Overfiend, Lorenzo’s Oil with 
Nick Nolte and Susan Sarandon (3), Mortuary Academy with 
Parl Bartel and Christopher Atkins, Army of Darkness. 
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DVICE 


to the Hopeless 





Joe Bob's 


Hey Joe Bob, 

What are your thoughts on tattoos? I have a few 
excellent pieces imbedded beneath my skin includ- 
ing a lovely lass with a bodacious pair of ta-ta’s. My 
girlfriend likes to believe it’s her. It looks like her but 
her attributes don’t quite swell to such proportions. 
Keep the words flowing and your ink pen full. 

Idolizing you, 

David and Bunnie 

Mesquite, Tex. 
Dear David and Bunnie: 

My feeling about tattoos is that most of them have 
to do with people you’re engaged to, married to, 
hopelessly in love with, or whatever. If I started 
putting women on my body when I was 18, I'd be a 
black man today. 


TOOOo0oooooooooooooooooOOOOOOOOOOOOOoOoOoOoooOoooooooooooooooo 


Find: That Flick 





Sogn oboobooobnboooooooooboboOooobooooooooOooOoOoooOooooooooooooooO 


This Week's Contest 


Nina Thompson of Mt. Lake Terrace, Wash- 
ington: “In 1977-78 a movie played at the Crest 
Theatre in Seattle. I remember it as being called 
Killer Bats. It played the same time or around the 
same time other attack-of-killer-animal movies 
played, such as killer bees (Swarm), Jaws, Earth 
Core, The Land that Time Forgot, and People Time 
Forgot. The plot: Scientists are sent three miles 
underground for an exploratory test on the reactions 
if nuclear war was to break out. Lots of futuristic 
decor. Then the ‘bats’ come and kill the birds, then 
they prey on the scientists one by one. A couple try 
to get out, but the only way out is up the three-mile 
elevator shaft. Intense movie! Please help find out 
the name of this awesome movie. It’s cool! I know I 
didn’t dream it, because my mom vaguely remem- 


bers it.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. Send 
“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the July 26 issue, Kat Candler of San Diego 
described “an old movie” that “takes place in Roma- 
nia or a like place. The people are poor peasants. The 
father wins a lottery and is buried alive with the 
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ticket in his vest pocket. The son digs him up, and the 
sight of his father makes his face freeze in this 
horrible grin from ear to ear. He wears a mask on the 
bottom of his face.” 

We received 35 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

Ron Miller of Dallas: “The flick is the 1961 
Columbia release Mr. Sardonicus, directed by Wil- 
liam Castle (the same year he made Homicidal) and 
written by Ray Russell. The film starred Guy Rolfe 
as the title character whose face does get frozen in an 
ear-to-ear grin as he robs his father’s grave to get a 
winning lottery ticket. Ronald Lewis plays the doc- 
tor he forces to treat him. Oscar Homolka plays his 
one-eyed servant who does the dirty work, such as 
torturing women with leeches. Castle’s ‘gimmick’ for 
this film was a glow-in-the-dark thumb card. At the 
appropriate time in the movie, the viewers took a 
‘punishment poll’ on whether the villain lived or 
died. If there were enough thumbs up, a second 
ending would supposedly be shown letting him live. 
I have only seen the ending in which he is cured, but 
his lips remain locked, leaving him to slowly starve 
to death.” 

Additional information came from our 34 run- 
ners-up... 

Dan Cziraky of Newark, New Jersey: “Rolfe is 
Count Sardonicus, whose face was frozen in a hid- 
eous grin upon digging up his beloved father’s body 
in order to retrieve the winning lottery ticket buried 
with the old man by accident (the father wasn’t 
buried alive). His shrewish wife had forced him into 
the deed in order to rise up from their impoverished 
condition, so she naturally gets what’s coming to her. 
Rolfe uses his new fortune to set himself up as a 
wealthy recluse, and ‘buys’ his new bride (Audrey 
Dalton). His ‘evil’ countenance spurs him to acts of 
cruelty, such as putting out the eye of his servant 
(Homolka). Dalton’s lover, a brilliant young doctor, 
offers to cure Sardonicus if he will let her go off with 
him. In true showmanship fashion, Castle let theat- 
rical audiences vote either ‘thumbs up’ or ‘thumbs 
down’ on the success of the cure—even though only 
the ‘thumbs down’ ending was ever filmed! The film 
isn’t on video as yet, but was recently shown on TNT 
as part of their tribute to Castle on 100 Per Cent 
Weird. Guy Rolfe continues to do horror films, and 
took over the role of Andre Toulon in Dave DeCoteau’s 
Puppet Master 3, from Full Moon/Paramount Home 
Video.” 

Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, Illinois: 
“Unfortunately there is a disagreement between 
John Waters (Whatever Happened to Showman- 
ship?) and Leonard Maltin about whether both 
thumbs up and down endings were filmed. John 
Stanley says TV prints have cut out this gimmick of 
the audience voting on Sardonicus’ fate. When I saw 
it I didn’t get a fluorescent thumb card for voting 
anyway, so I assume the choice was set by the time 


it played Podunk. Will video restore this lost find? 
Not yet. Written by Ray Russell from his Playboy 
story. Vladimir Sokoloff played the Lucky Dead 
Dad.” 

John Scoleri of Santa Clara, California: “In his 
entertaining autobiography, I’m Gonna Scare the 
Pants Off America, Castle claims that there were in 
fact two endings filmed, although the happy ending 
was rarely used. While I don’t believe this, ’ve been 


Guy Rolfe uses his lottery’s winnings to buy a new bride, but 
Audrey Dalton looks like she wasn’t in on the decision. 


told that there’s an episode of Wiseguy in which a 
character is obsessed with Mr. Sardonicus, and that 
the alternate ending is shown.” 

D.L. Bogart of Joplin, Missouri: “Even without 
the fluorescent thumbs it’s a colorful and creepy 
good time, especially Oscar Homolka’s scenes as a 
leech-fetishist.” 

Jack Heggie of Boulder, Colorado: “I just fin- 
ished watching Mr. Sardonicus, the film that Kat is 
searching for. It was part of the Boulder Public 
Library festival of fantasy, horror and science fic- 
tion. The whole thing would have made a pretty good 
drive-in festival, except that the Boulder YAPCC 
(that’s the Yuppie Advisory PC Commission, they 
really run the town, too bad) made us put in a bunch 
of so-called cinema classics. They were mostly by 
some guy named Bergman, with a funny first name 
I can’t pronounce, let alone spell. During the ‘pun- 
ishment poll’ of the audience, I gave him the only 
thumbs-up, on the theory that he was making the 
best of a bad situation.” 

Conrad S. Rubinkowski of Springfield, [lli- 
nois: “With his jaws frozen in the grin of death, 
Sardonicus could only feed by sucking liquefied food 
in through his teeth. I saw this flick on TV in the 
early seventies, and for years afterwards, I referred 





to yogurt as ‘Sardonicus food.” 

Stephen Weakley of Elk Grove Village, Illi- 
nois: “Legend has it that so many people choose the 
ending where the character dies that they've lost all 
the copies of the happier ending. Recently there have 
been rumors that there never was a happy ending to 
begin with. The audience was supposed to vote by 
holding up large cards for an usher to count. Thumbs 
up meant he lived, thumbs down he was killed. The 
conspiracy theory is that the 
usher was supposed to always 
say that the vote was thumbs 
down at every single showing, 
no matter what the audience 
wanted. It’s kind of hard to be- 
lieve that no one would have 
caught on to this, but then, it’s 
just as hard to believe that there’s 
no copy of the happy ending left 
anywhere. TNT has shown it 
several times over the past year, 
but I haven’t been able to catch 
their copy to see if they only have 
the sad ending. Castle’s book, 
Step Right Up: ’'m Gonna Scare 
the Pants Off America, gives very 
little background into the mak- 
ing of the film. The only behind- 
the-scenes story he tells concerns 
the use of leeches on a character. 
Castle wanted to use real ones, 
but the actor refused. Castle says 
he placed several on himself just 
to prove there wasn’t anything dangerous about 
them, but then couldn’t get the little blood suckers 
off. He had the prop department make up some fake 
leeches after this happened.” 

Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, California: “Mr. 
Sardonicus also featured Erika Peters. Ray Russell’s 
Playboy short story, Sardonicus, was written in the 
wordy Gothic style and was very good. The movie, a 
ho-hummer, was fairly faithful to the original story, 
but the ‘hideous grin’ on the Baron Sardonicus was 
absurd rather than scary.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: 
“Guy Rolfe has also appeared in Snow White and the 


Victory Over Communism! 


The Oodnadatta Drive-In Picture Theatre, in 
Oodnadatta, South Australia, where the ground 
is all red dirt and the kangaroos nip at your heels, 
still shows a double feature every Sunday at dusk, 
and most people don’t even bother to bring their 
cars. They just stroll over and sit at the picnic 
tables. Sheila Fox of Haleiwa, Hawaii, writes 
“Cheers, Mate! Let’s put another Paul Hogan on 
the barbie! Skewered!” Sheila reminds us that, 
with eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 
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Three Stooges and Dolls. Audrey Dalton was also the 
female lead of The Monster That Challenged the 
World. Ronald Lewis did double-duty that year by 
also playing the hero in Hammer’s Scream of Fear 
(also released by Columbia). Oscar Homolka’s other 
genre credits include The Invisible Woman (1941 
version) and George Pal’s The Wonderful World of 
the Brothers Grimm. This film is a fairly nasty piece 
of business for its time. Ray Russell also wrote the 
screenplay himself, and adapted Walter Karig’s novel 
Zotz! for Castle as well. Russell’s other genre credits 
include Roger Corman’s The Premature Burial and 
X,and Terence Fisher’s The Horror of It All. Russell’s 
novel Incubus was made into a shitty film starring 
John Cassavetes. Though Goodtimes Video and Co- 
lumbia Home Video have released some William 
Castle titles, Mr. Sardonicus is not among them. 
Sorry, Kat!” 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of The 
Joe Bob Report and get two months free. Fourteen months for $35! 
Hurry, offer expires November 30, 1993. 


LI 


L_| Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. only) 


Yes, here’s $35 for a year’s subscription, plus a two-month 
bonus—$70 in foreign countries. 








Iron Joe Bob, $19 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 
A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 
Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10 95 
Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, Sold out 


$2 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 
8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 
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Scott Atkinson of Rochester, New York: “Actu- 
ally, the grin is very close to the Joker’s in Batman, 
or a cross between that and Lon Chaney in The 
Phantom of the Opera.” 

Dale M. Johnson of Cincinnati: “Mr. Sardonicus 
borrows a lot from the silent film The Man Who 
Laughs (1928), starring Conrad Veidt (the husband 
of Ingrid Bergman’s character in Casablanca, whom 
Bogie loses her to). Loudspeakers were set up in the 
theatre’s lobbies, blaring the following: ‘Have you 
ever envied the thrill-hungry Roman crowds in the 
Circus Maximus who, with a wave of the thumb, 
could make life or death decisions that sealed the 
fate of many a gladiator? The fate of that ghoulish 
character Sardonicus is in your tender little hands. 
You have the opportunity of literally deciding the 
monstrous fiend’s fate.” 

Jim Weis of Atlanta: “I saw this film classic for 


Joe Bob Offers Something for Nothing! 


Buy a year’s subscription and get two extra months of hiney-kicking free! 


Name 

Address 

City 

Charge Card # 
Check one: MC ___ Visa __ Exp. Date 


St ip = 


Signature 


New & Improved Joe Bob Junk! 


Just in time for Christmas .. . 


Introducing Joe Bob’s official anti-Yuppie ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ coffee mug (for 
Maxwell House only) for just $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. Available in two colors: red 
or turquoise (lettering in white). 
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(Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody go from thinking | 
that coffee was a form of herpes to this new idea that a fourteen dollar | 
cup of Tahitian Vanilla-Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art | 
director for music videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs) | 
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Coming soon! Official Joe Bob Briggs baseball jacket (leather and wool) with 
full-color Joe Bob logo on the back and “Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal 
friend of mine” embroidered on the front. Watch for more details! 


1993 Binders Are Still Here! 


They’re still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. $14.95 each or 
$24.95 for two. 


Back Issues Galore! 


$4 per single back issue 


Every issue of The Joe Bob Report (We Are the Weird) ever 
published, plus binders: $200 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. Please note 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are 
in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold out and will be 
replaced with xerox copies. 


Make all checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


the first time only about a year ago 
at Atlanta’s High Museum of Art, 
which for that evening became 
the Low Museum of Art, as part of 
a ‘Midnight Movies at 8:00 P.M.’ 
series. As I walked into the audito- 
rium, I was handed a reproduc- 
tion of the Punishment Poll cards 
used when the movie was first 
released. On the top of the card 
was a picture of a fist with a raised 
thumb for ‘Mercy.’ On the bottom 
of the card was a thumbs down 
sign for ‘No Mercy.’ At the end of 
the movie, we all held up our Pun- 
ishment Poll cards and voted ‘No 
Mercy, including Mrs. Sardonicus 
herself, the still lovely Audrey 
Dalton, who was in the audience 
that night.” 

Amy Robinson of Brooklyn: 
“The TV show Wiseguy featured a 
story line in which the main char- 
acter was obsessed with Mr. 
Sardonicus. He was driven insane 
(admittedly a short trip) when the 
other characters got him to role- 
play the movie and then substi- 
tuted the happy ending for the one 
he was familiar with.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Jan Altieri of Shell Beach, Cali- 
fornia; Dan Busha of Albany, New 
York; Jon Calderas of Cincin- 
nati; Clive L. Carney of San Jose, 
California; Kurt Danenman of 
Indianapolis; Gerald Enrico of 
Hoboken, New Jersey; John 
Hudson of Nashville; Chuck 
Hush of Poughkeepsie, New York; 
Brian Johnson of Greenville, 
Pennsylvania; Shannon Mac- 
Gregor of Zion, Illinois; Terry 
Maher of Stow, Ohio; Christo- 
pher Martin of St. Clair Shores, 
Michigan; Bret McCormick of 


Irving, Texas; Jeff Morton of 


Casper, Wyoming; Gregory 
Nicoll of Atlanta; Leslie Orr of 
Petaluma, California; Daune 
Robinson of Springfield, Virginia; 
Kathy & Cliff Runkle of Vallejo, 
California; Barbara Szerlip of 
San Francisco; Edward Trattner 
of Oklahoma City; and Murray 
Whichard of Poway, California. 
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Fanzines 


RAW HUMOR WELL DONE! National 
Public Humor Newsletter, coutrageous 
humor monthly since 1988. Political & so- 
cial commictary. Jokes. Cartoons. Slapstick 
journalism. Subscribe for only $12 a year; 
$20 for two years. (Sample issue—$2). Send 
a check or money order to: NPHN-JBB, 
P.O. Box 21, Sheshire, CT 06410. 





Weenie Toons! Women Cartoonists Mock 
Cocks. Send $5 to Roz Warren, P.O. Box 
259, Bala Cynwyd, PA 19004. 


Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club kit! Photo and 
4 newsletters $12 (foreign $14); Personal- 
ized video letter (VHS) of Monique wearing 
sexy sheer lingerie! $39 plus $4 P&H (for- 
eign $39 + $6 P&H). Payable to Monique 
Gabrielle, 1560-1 Newbury Rd. #420, 
Newbury Park, CA 91320. 











Miscellaneous 


SHEL-TONE TRADING CARDS, the 
strangest and coolest cards on Earth! Fea- 
turing mass murderers, human freaks, Betty 
Page, blues musicians and more to come in 
1994! $1 brings you our catalog and sample 
cards. You won’t be sorry! Shel-Tone Publi- 
cations, P.O. Box 45-J, Irvington, NJ 07111. 


Video Trades 


I want videos of all types. Buy or trade VHS. 
Write: J.M. Hansen, 13865, Santa Ysabel, 
Desert Hot Springs, CA 92240. 











Joe Bob’s Classifieds 
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Wanted: Tape of Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater 
the night Linda Blair received hall-of-fame 
award. Entire show only. Irvin Lush, 975 
Logan Street, Louisville, KY 40204-1835. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
15221. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
| date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 
| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


SECOND 
CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 








